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ELGIN, OKLA. PARMERS CHAMPION

BYNOPSIS.

Major MeDonald, commanding an army
l noewr Fort Teddge, sosks 4 man 1o
ntercopt hin daughter, Molly, who s
heated for the post.  An Indian outhreak
V& throatenmd, Sergeant * frick” Hamiin
Mmsetn the stage It which Molly I8 travel-
e They are mtlncked by Indians, and
Hamiin and Molly escupe in the darknese
Homiin tella Molly he waa  dischnrged
from the Confederate servics In disgrace |
and at the closo of the war snlisted in
the regulur wriny. e suspsots one Cap-
ain Lefavre of heing roapansibls  far
hin dlagrace.  Troops appear and  under
seort of Lintit, Gasking Molly starte to
{""l her fathor, Hamlin leaves Lo rejoin
e regiment. e returns 1o Fort Dodge
after 0 murmimor of fighting Indinns, and
Anda Molly therd, Shots are heard In the
Humilin rushes oul, sees what he
flgure of Molly hidiag in
nd falin over the hady af
shins neeiuses Hamit
m The

Tiwtonmi,
af ahoosting ve it
Innovent. Tis seon Sally In wipany with
A Duapont, whom he recognizes AR o
former swoethoari. who theew hin over
for leFevre Mrs Dwipont tells Hamlin
Talavree forcad her to send him s Iving
note. damlin declares he has haan ook
tng for LeYevre to forca hilm o clear his
ol Ater he overhoars Dapontl and A

anllier |
sk Mo |
Tnmiin

in the power

" b sl

Mally . rnppears and Humiin

truce Her  MeDonald (e ardered 1o Foct
Mipley.  Hamlin discovers thar the msn

¥
who left on the stnge gniler the names of
e finde
nitrderad Hamlin
Wassan, n golde, amd twn tranhiers
and goes In pursnlt af the moarderers. who

hudy

party ls vaieht
handing for the
«old und |

had el MeDwonnld of 0 paymas i
"'r" n Bl smoaspsectn Dhupunt i'an |
Nora, necampl [ HphY,
P vmpli " o Dupant, s
\

Ny "
n o fores hitse
Clmmaron.  One magy
anather nlmost syes Wassnan Is shot
ma they coms (o it tha TImmaron
Horote work Hamiln sexusoitnton Careall
Ia remaining trooper  1anidin Siscavers |
& 1o cabin Biditen findar & Nl secupled |
By Tlughen, & cow thisf, who 1e laving for |
¥re wha cheated him In o a eatile
His degeription (dentifles 1aFsvrs
and Dupont as one and the same Hughes |
ahat W, tnistuking Lim for one of
LeFevre's party.,

CHAPTER XXVIII,

Alew From
imba

Snowbound.

The gleam lu Hamlin's eyes Im.
pelled the other to go on, and explain
fully.

“Lord, | know how yer feel, strang-
ed an', 1 reckon, if yer was to plug
me right yers It wouldn't more'n even
matters up. But yor lsten furst afore
Fer shoot Thet Klewa Klaok Smoke
wan gent on nhend, an' got yere alere
the storm.  He sald them other wus

‘bout four hours behind, an' headin’
for thia vers cabin to make camp
They wa'n't hurryin' none, for they
dldn’t buspect they wus bein® tracked
Well, thet was my chance: what 1'd
boen campin’ out yern months mowngt
m° fer 1 didn't expect ter git nuthin
back, ¥ understand: sl | wanted was
ter kil that domn skunk, an' sguoar

focointe It looked tor me then ke
T hed him on the hip. He didn't know
1 was In the Kintey: all 1 hed to do
wie lny out in the hills, an’ take 4 pot
shiot at him sfore he saw me.”

“And get the girl and the money.”

“As God I8 my witness, | nover
thought ‘bout thet. 1 jest wanted ter
plug him. 1 Know It sounds sovter cow-
ardiy, but that fellow s 1 gun-tighter,
an’ he hed two lnjuns with him. Aoy |
how that wus my notlon, at' as soon
as Black Smoke went lopin® up tho
valiey, 1 loaded up, an' elimbed them
bluffs, to whar | hed u good lookout
erlong the north trail. I lald out jhar |
all night. The storm comu up, an' |
mighty nlgh froze, but snuggled down |
Inter ther snow an' stuck. When 3.-m-|
one't gel u killin' freak on, yer goin’ |
through hell an’ high water ter get |
yer man.  Thet's how | felt  Well, |
Just “long  ‘bout  duylight an  outhit
ehowed up. With my eyes half froze
over, an' ther storm blowin® the snow

in my face, | couldn't see much—nuth
in' but outlines o hosses ap' nu-n_]
But thar was four o 'em. an' a blg
fellow ahead breakin' trall (‘uurun-l

I thought It wae Le Fevro; 1 wa'n't
lookin' fer no one else, an' soon as |
dared, 1 let drive.  He flopped over
dead a8 a door nall, an’ then | popped
away a couple o' times at the others
One fell down, an' 1 thought | got
him, but didn't walt to make sure:
Just turned and hoofed It fer cover,
kuowin®' the sterm would hide my
trail  1I'd got the men | went after,
an’ just nutch'ally didn’t give er whoop
what became o' the rest. As | went
down the bank | heard ‘em shootln', se
1 knowed gome wus alive yet an’ It
wouldl be better feér me to crawl Inter
my hole an’ lie stin) **
Hamlin sat motionless,
the man, not quite able to compre-
hend his character. Killing was part
of the western code, and he could ap-
preciate Hughes' eagerness for pe-
venge, but the underlying cowardics
in the mam was almost bewildering,

staring at
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| banks ten wiile, er more, up thar.
. uj

Flunlly he got up, swept the revolver

CHILDREN ARE REAL POETS
Descriptions of Ordinary Things Show
Imaginative Fancy That Does
Not Survive the Years.

Children are born with a taste for
fknowledge. They want (o know, and
they want to know the right things
Thay ask questions, and are not easlly
satisfed. They are fond of Imitating
what they see around them. They ate
Mbighly imaginative. They clothe thelr

e — =

Barncs

on the bench Iato his pocket, walked |
over, and picked up the gun.
“Now, Hughes,” he  sald quiectly,

‘long with Gene an' them Cheyenne
bucks, but If she's pulled through so
far, thar aln’t nuthin' special goin' ter
happen til they git to the Injun
cifmp.”

“You mean her fate will be deeided
in council?™

“SBura: thet's Cheyenne law Le
Pevre kuows it, an' ol' Koletn would
knife him (n & minute If he got gay
He's a devil all right-~thet ol’ buck
but he's afrald of Hiack Kettle, an’
thar won't be no harm done to the
gal"”

The Sergeant walked over to the
fire, and stared down lnto the red em- |
bors, striving to control himself. He
realized the truth of all Hugbes said, |
and yor had to fight Nercely his inell |
natlor to hasten to her rescue,  The
very thought of her alone in those
ruthless hands was torture. There wan
no sclfishness In the man't heart, no
hope of winning this girl for hlmm-".l

"T'H talk, und you listen. In my Jjudg-
ment you are 4 miserable sneaking
cur, and I am golog to trust you just |
w0 far as [ ean wuteh you 1 BUPpPoOso

I ought to shoot you where You are,
and bave done with It You KiHed one
of the best men who ever lived, a

frivnd of mine, Sam Wasson—"
“Who*™ .
“Baw Whasson, a government scont.*
Hughes dropped his face
hands
“Good Tard! | knew him'™
The Sergeant drew a deep breath,
and into his face thers came n look
almost of sympathy
"Thon you begin te
of fool you are.”

warth more than
Hut  killing  you

| Major MeDonald, and i1t Is his daugh

ter they hold  The fellow  Dupont
quarreled with and shot was n desert-
er named Connors. Wa found the
body. Now where do you suppose Lo
Fevre (a?

Hughes stared into the fre, nervous-
Iy pulling his beard

“Wall, I'd say In weat yore some
whar along the Clmarron. "Taln't like-
Iy he bhad a compass, an' the wind
wus from the noreast Thost
could Co, the ponles would deift. The
Injuns would keap the gloeral dirce
tion, o' courde, Bturm ‘er no Wtorm, an'
tene is some plalosman himaelr, bat
thet blirzard would sheer ‘em off all
the same. | reckon they're under the
An’
soon a8 there's a chunge In wenther,
thex'll ride for Black Kettle's camnp
Thet's my guess, mister'

Hamlin turned the sltuation over
deliberately o his mind, satisfied that
Hughes had reviewed the possibilities
rorrectly. If Lo Fevre's purty had got
through at all, then that was the most
Itkely spot for them to be hiding in
Whiey would  have  drifted  bevond
doubt, farther than Hughes supposed,

probably, as he had  been  sbeltered

froum the real violence of the wind as
it raged on  the open  plain.  They
might be Aftven, even twenty miles

away, and g0 completely drifted (n an
to be undiscoverable except through
cldent. What course then was best
te pursue? ‘The storm was likely to
continue violent for a day, perhaps
two days longer. His horses were ex
housted, and  Carroll  helpless, 1L
night nolt even be safe to leave the
latter mlone.  Yet if the froten man
could be left In the hut to wake care
of himself and the ponles, would there
be any hope of success In an wffort to
proceed up the river on foot? He
could make Hughes go—ihat wasn't
the difculty—but  probably they
couldn’t cover five miles & day through
the snowdrifts And, even If they
did succeed In getting through In time
to intercept the fugitives, the others
would posecss every advantage—both
poeition for defense, and horses on
which to escape. Hughes, lighting his
plpe, confldent now in his own mind
that he was personnlly safe, sesmed
to aense the problem troubling the
sSergeant,

"l reckon 1 know this kentry well
‘nough,” he sald lazlly, “ter give yor a
pointer er two. I've rounded up long:
horne woast o yere. Them fellors
nin't goin’ to strike out fer the Cana-
dian till after the storm quits. By
thet time yer ponles s rested up in
better shape than thelrs will be, and
we kin &' ~ike ‘ecross to the sou'west
Wea're bound sither to hit ‘em, or ride
‘eross thar trail’

“But the woman!"™ protested Ham-
ln, striding across the floor. “What
may happen to her in the meanwhile?
She 18 an Bastern girl unaccus
toined to this life—a—a lady.”

“Yer don't need worry none ‘bout
thet, Ef she's the right kind she'll
stan’ more’'n & man when she has to,
I reckon It won't be none too pleasant

Sam baek. and besides I

thoy |

yet he knew now that ha loved I-.rr,l
that for him she wns the one woman
booull the world  Her face was In his |
memory: the very wsoughing of the
wind seemed hor volee ealling him. Hut
the real man in bim—the plainsman |
Instinet—conquered  the mpetuosity
| of the lover. There must be no s
take made—no rash, hopeless effort
Better delay, than ultimate

nto his | gy Hughes' plan was the mors practl

cnl way.

“You're right, old man  We'll walt,™
he snid sternly. “Now to get ready
Hnve you a corral?

roalize the rort
ha went on soberly
They don't tuake botter men out here:
his little Cnger was
vour whole hody
won't bring
reekon you've told me the stralght
story, an’ his shooting was an accl
dent In a way. Then you're more use
ul o me Just now allve than you
vould be dend. My name (& Hamlin,
sergennt Seventh Cavalry, and | am
here after that man Le Fevre We
tralled his outht from Dodge until the
storm  struek us, and then ecame
stralght throngh travellng by com
puss | did not know the man's namo
was Lo Pevre untll you told me; up
In Kansas he 18 known as Dupont.”

“That's It; that's the name he took
when he sold the eattin

“The ofcer rohbed and killed was

hand

“Pwenty rod blow, under the blum ™!

“We'll drive the horses down, feed
and water them.  fat Arst come with
! there is & half.frozen man up yon
der.™

They plowed through the spow to
gother, choking and coughing In the
thick wswirl of fiakes  that  beat
nuninst thelr faces. The three horses,
powdered white, stood talls to the
storm, with head to the bluff, while
the dreifts completely covered Carroll
He was sleeping, warm in the blan

kits, and the two men pleked bim up |

and stumbled aloszs with their burden
to the shelter of the ecabin I'hen
Hughe* fneed the blizzard again, lead
ing the horwes to the corrnl, while
Hamlin ministered to the semlcon

selous goldler, laying him out upon a |

pile of soft skins, and vigorously rub-
bing his Hmbs to restore clreulation
| The man was stupid from exposure,
||n|d In some pain, but exhiblied no
dungerous symptoms. When wrapped
nigein in bls Dlankets, he fell instantly
arleap Hughes returned, mantled
with snow, and, aa the door opened, the
| howl of the storm swept by,

"No better outside®™

“Lord, nol Worse, It anything
Wind more east, sweepin' the snow
up the valley
in an hour, 1 reckon,
| though.”
| In the sllence they eould hear the
| Horee beating ngninst  the door, the
| shrieking of the storm-flend «ucom
| pussing them about,

CHAPTER XXIX,

Hosses all right,

| The Chase.

Hnmlin never forgot those two daya
ond niehts of wailting, while the storm
ronred without and the clouds of
drifting snow made any dream of nd
vance Impossible. Tralned as he was
to patience, the delay.left marks In
his face, and his nerves throbtied with
puin.. His mind was with her con.
stantly, even In moments of uneasy

Her Face Was In His Memory.

sleep, pleturing her  condition unshel
tered from the storm and protected
only by Le Fevre and his two Indian
allles. If he could only reach them,
only strike a blow for her releass, it
would be such a rellel  The uncer
tainty welghed upon him, glving unre
stricted play to the imagipation, and,

gl 8o overwhelming as almost o
frighten him  He had fought this feel
Ing heretofore, deliberately, sotiagfled
that such ambitlon was hopeless. He
would not attempt o lower her 1o his
level, nor give bher the unhappiness of
kuowing that he dared misconstrua
her frank friendliness lnto nught more
tender. But these misfortunea bad
changed the entire outlook. Now he
flung all pretense aslde, enger to place
his life on the aliar to save
Even a dim flame of hope bogan blaz

time when they were regurded as Im-
moture adults; we have learned that
the maln aim of a teacher must be to
Elve the right tone to the fealings—
goodness in the abstract In of Hitle
avall; the lmagination must be stirred

We are nccustomed to belleve that
there Is little reflection on the part o'
chiliren and yet one cannot but see
sow and again gleams of though*
which suggest a hidden mental power
working almost unconsclously. The
littie girl who “gathered sunlight i»

\deas In conerets forms. There was &

bor bands sod put ik oa her tace”

knew something of the effects of heat
And how full of humor are some of
the eayinge of chlildren 1t wan Punch
wa belleve, who deploted Tommy, an
er he had been weversly corrected
s exclalming: “I fink I'l go buek to
heaven, where | eame from" And
what a fund of suggestlon wae eon
veyed by the little girl whe, on hear
Ing & running tap, sald that “the Wa
ter was coughing!”

The poetry of life is frequently seen
in ehildhood. We have this Hlustrated
in the description of bultarfiles as

The other made a gestura with hod |

incldentally awakening a love for the |

her '

L5

Ing In hin heart-—hopa that he might
yet wring from Le Fevre a confes.
wlon that would clear his name. He
know his man at last—kneow him, and
would teack Wim now with nll the pithk
Ions Ingenulty of a4 savige  Ones he
could ateqd  erect, abualved of dis
groce, & wan agaln  among men, he
would lgnore the uniform of the ranks,
and go to her with all the pride of his
race. Ay and down i hix beart he
knew that she would weleome his eomn
Ing: that her eyves would not look st
the uniform, but down into the depths
of his own

He thourhit of it all as ho paced the
floor, ot stared Into the Are, while out
slde the wind raged and howled, piling
the snow agalnst the eabin front, and
whirling In mad bursts up the valley
It would be death to fmee the fury of |
{* on those open platns.  There wan|
nothing left him but to swoar, and
pace buck and forth Twice he nnd
Hughen fought their way to the cor
ral, found the horses shelternd in &
tittle cove, and brought them food
pend water. The siruggle to aecom |

| plish thix was sufelent proof of the

fmpbeaiblitty of g g further Ex |
hatated and breathless they staggored
back fnto the gulotness of the cabin, |

| teeling an though they had been beaten
fallure, l

by clubs
something,
ing for the
Wiaede, but
staring ot
belleving

Onee,. desperate to attempt
Mamlin suggested senrch
bodles of Wakson and
Hughes shook His  head,
the other as though

him  demented The Ser

geant stroda to the door and looked
outl Inta the emother of snow; then
eome bnek without a4 word of nrotest

Carroll improved steadily, complain
Ing of pin whers the frost had nipped
| expored fleal, sot able to sit up, and
et heartily There  remained  «
I.'""III:.-"* in hisn fest and logs. how
ever, which prevented  his  grtanding
nlone, apd both the others  renlized
that he wounld huve to be st behind
when the storm abated Hughes wonld
go without doubt: on this point the

Serpeant wne dotermined  He did not
nitogether Hike or trust the man; he
could pot blat from memory the cow
nrdly ehot which killed Waegon, nor
ontirely
himself, had failed an old comrade, in
not revengiog his  desnth;  yeot onn
thing wns clear—the man's hatred for
L Fovee mnde him valuable
arous mx he might be hy nature, now
his whole soul was bent on revenge
Moreover he know the lny of the lnnd
the teall the fogitives would follow
| and to some  extent Black Kettle's
eamp  Little by little Hamlin drew
| from him every detall of Le Fevre's
!ur« In the eattle country, becoming
more and more convineed that both
men were thinves, thelr herds largely
stolen throueh connivanee with In
dians.  Undoubtedly Lo Povre wase

||m|nv-1 greater Influenes bocnuse ol
| his marrinee Into the tribe
It wus the second  midnight when

;e wind @od down. Ham'in, sleeping
fittully, soemed to sense the change;
he rose, forced the door open, and
peered out eagerly. There was light-
ness 1o the sky, and all wbont, the un
broken oxpanse of snow eparkled in
ccld cryiatals.  Nothing  broke the
white desolation but the dark waters
the river still
gaunt lHmbs of the cottonwoods, now
v stunding naked and motlonless  The
gilence was profound, seeming almost
palnful after the wild fury of the past
lie could hear the soft purr of
the water, and Carroll’'s heavy breath
Ing. And It was cold, bitterly cold,
the chill of It penotruting to his very
hones.  Dut for that he had no care-
| hits mind had absorbed the one lmpor
tant fuct; the wny wnae open, they
ooild goo e shook Hughes roughly
Into wakefulness, giving utterance to
| aharp, tense  orders, as  though he
denlt with a mun of his own troop
“Tarn out, lively. now, Yes, the storm
Inover, 1's widnight,or a little after,
and growing celd.  Put on your heavy
stuff, and bring up the two best
horgas. Come, now; vou'll step off
quicker than that, Hughes, it you ride
with me. I'll have everything ready
by the time you get hera, Eat' Hell!
We'll eat in the saddle! What's that,
Carroll ™

“Ye aln't agoin’ to leave me yere
alone, are ye, Bergeant?™

“Nog there'll be two horses to keep
you vompany  You'se got a snap
mun; plenty to eat, and a good fire--
what more do  you want—-a nuree?
Hughes, what, In the name of Hepven
wre you standing there for? Perhinps
you would like to have me stir you
up | witl If those horses are not hero
In ten minutes ™
ITHO RE CONTINUEDR.,

o

days.

Wanted Another Opportunies

“Look here” he sald to th ™
“are you the man who put *' 0 e
on Miss Jennie's horse ™

“Yes, sir  Anvihing wrong, sir?

“It was loose —very loose. Bhe had
no sooher mounted then the =addie
slipped, and If 1 bhad1't eaught her
ghe would have been thrown to the
ground

“I'm very sorry, sir*
1 “Tut | did enteh her,' went en the
young wan, meditatively. 1 eaught
her In my arme and—here's hall a
crown for you, John, Do you suppose
you could leave the girth Inoss when
we go riding  agaln tomorrow?

it

“panales fiving “A star s a cinder
from God's wreat star” bas a wealth
of Wncongeious mosning Byt per
haps the [inest approach to poetey
wos made by a tiny ot who delined
dew ne “the  grass  erylog” OX
puntie!™ auld the Hitle gltl, “I've fus
secn a pencll walkiug” The nuree
who had grown out of falryland, ex
plnined that It was only an ordinary
worm.

The world llkes to bhe pmuped
therefore all the world loves & lover

hnlt |

rid himself of a fear that he, |

Treach. |

unfrozen, and the

MILLS OF CAPE GOD

0ld Time Relics That Remind One
of Holland.

Ancient Structures Stay on the Job
In Spite of Their Advanced Age—
No More Like Them in the
United States.

Now York.—"1a this Holland 7" nsked
n sixagyvarold boy from New York of |
his mother as e saw an old windmiil |
on Cape Cod when he alighted from

the train

And well he might ask this question, [
an thess mills, now valuable land
marks, romind one of seoncs in Hol
land—the awkwardlooking Miqunke !
boxes supported from the ground by
means of posts with great fans um-1
nected with their tops, 1

Une of the greatost spectacls on
Cape Cod In s old mills. Thore are
only n very few of these; they are
ot found In every village, by any
menns, A canvass shows that there ara
ouly & mere hall dozen on the eape,
but there are no more ke them in the
United States.

Yoenrs ago thesa  struclures  wers
built for the purpose of grindifg corn
into meal, or pumping salt water inta
wooden vale to manufacture salt by .
ovaporation.  Although the salt works
disappeared many years ago, and most |
of the mills cannot be used for grind
Ing eraln, they are worth more in their
present
were bullt, Summer residents, for the
most part, have bought these mills and
had them removed to secluded spots, |
where they will be free from devasta: |
tion

There nra am*ls In the villages of
Harwichport, Browster, Chatham, Yor
mouthport and Dennis, and one on
Nuntoeket islnnd.

The oldest 18 nt Harwichport, and Is |

known as *  ker's mill." This one Is
| sild to have been built in 1690, Ther«
ure only a very few shingles on  Ita
Cwalls ot present, and  to  the casual
vieitor 1t looks only good fur kindling
wooll,

At Drewstor thers la one of theas
| mills which is still in good working or-
der. Ita owner, Henry Hopk!n | a black-
| smith, does x great portlor o vin work
with It, He saws nll his fire »ood with
its power, grinds grain in largoe quan-
tities, makos cidor during the fall,
nnd uses ita force in many other wayw,
! Summer vigitors ure often entertained

for hours at a time watching it work.
Mr. Hopkina is able to grind s hun-
| dred bushels of grain In an elght-hour
‘ day when there la a falr breezs. De

We'll be plum shet Up | ype Weger ragonl of the two, and pos | spite the fact that ordinarily it takes

il

Old Mill at Brewster,

|
|
|

| & ten or twelve horse power engine to
turn a saw with sufficient speed to

saw logs Into irewood, the owner cuts |

all his wood without dificulty and does
It as guickly as he could with an en:
gine,

The mill has four “fans’ each of
which Is about fifteen feet long =and
six feot wide. On these are stretched
ftrips of tough canveas; these form the
“sulls.” Each fan I8 ot at a slight
angle, #o that the wind blowlug
agalnst it forces It over, It s mado
on the same plan 4 a common wind-
mill.  The mill 18 faced toward the
wind, so that the whols forea comes
ngilnst the gurface of the canvas. The
| whole mill fteelf sets upon a sort of a
“rallrond track,” the wheels turning
the structure to the desired point, 1t
I wonderful with what ease these
mills are turped; It requires only a

dllght pressure of n woodoen stick to

whirl the mill, When It I8 set at the
| desired ungle and all I8 ready the
| fans are unchalned, and ‘round goes"
| the whoel, Inside thers is & rambling
Inotlud much like that of distant thun
der, a sponding freight train or the
whir of a revolving paddie wheel on n
slde-wheeler stgamer, The mill shakes
vonslderably, and anyone who hap-
pens to be in It rughes out the door—
all except the owner, who smokes a
pipe and acts as though he was enjoy-
Ing himself (mmensely.

The mill is wlso made to turn grind.

and the lke,

GIRL WEEPS SELF TO DEATH
Dies In Holplu.i_\-\;t:a:‘hmllr Refuses
to Take Her When They Went
on a Visit,

Kansas Clty —0Orleved becauge her
mother and uncle hnd gone to Leaven-
worth to visit a friend without her,
while she was making a eall In  this
elty, Miss Mary Harrlson, twenty.
three years old, of Sedalla, Mo, died
al n ho'2! here, Deputs Coroner J, B
Hpangler, who examined the body,
sald the girl had wept hersell to
denth. Bhe died balf an hour before
Mra, Louise Harrison, her mother,
and T, W. s, the ancle, returned
lnun thelr of a few boum,

state than at the time they |

slones, separntors, washing machines, |

Her Father—Have jyou B
troe? .
Her Lover—No; but I have
acres of pine timber. $ o
Her Fathor—Great! Have a
| m good clgar and the girll—Ni
| Post, R

‘ - - .
Porfoctly Safe, - ¢
| “Bettor lap up that spil mITE"™ ]
| the first cat. “If the o
mesa you'll eatch fta"
“Not me,” sald the
"The woman | live with
thing on her
CourlerJournal,

For Sunburn, Insect Bites,
Ivy Polson or any other skin inflame
| mation us Tyree's . e

and get quick rellef. 26e. at Vis
| glsta,  Sample sent free by J. 8. :
Waehington, D. C~Adv, A
l| * Nothing to Bhew. '

“A doctor says thin men live long™ -,;ru
“How about thin womem?™ = &
“Oh, life probably seems long . |

them In this disphanous age

His Pesition. *

s Jim the manager in his
“No; 1 think he s the ficory uless®

| monial firm ™"

L h !l‘.‘l.“gﬁ.‘l’
The wo w-
are ou by the wo

g&l e Hog

Paradonical ENort A
“Pop, why do they put stops on &

| organ " Vid VLY
“To make It go." J‘i: }
| Mra.Winstow's Boothing Spru Onlidreg by
Wlhlﬂl‘?::;l"lll the s tﬂw i
_ Slov,allays psinoures w -uu.-m . -

Molten zine instead of coment was
naed to bind together the stones In &
bridge recently bullt in France

Ba thriftiy on litle things Uke ﬂ o !
| Don't secept water for blulng. Ask for . oot
Cross Bail Hius.  Ady, g [

Notherlapds usually produces i
enough hay for home consy ! S

Foley Kidney Pilis
| because they are a good honest med- .
icine that canno* help but heal :
neyandbladderailmentsand urinary
irregularities, if they are once taken
into the system, ry them now
for positive and permanent help. .
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